GERMAN   AMERICANS

Sicilians who exclaim, "Santa Lucia! how I lika dis
spaghett I"

Down into Southern St Louis, almost solidly German,
my friends took me to lunch at German House, a civic
monument designed by architect Jacob Heim in the
style of Old Heidelberg Castle and finished around
1930 to become a centre of Germanic social life and
culture, and to house the meetings of seventy-six Ger-
man-American societies. Neither on the way there,
through thickly populated German districts with many
German signs, nor in its halls* rich with pictures, did
I see one single portrait, bust, or lithograph of Adolf
Hitler, nor one swastika. Apparently Hitlerite ballyhoo
in America is confined to Fritz Lieber Kuhn, his Long
Island *' Storm Troops/' his Bnnd^ and sundry mili-
tant Nazis. I record this not to prove anything, but
because it turned out later to be the same in Milwaukee,
Chicago, Cleveland, New York, and was in notable con-
trast with Italian sections, which have photographs
engravings, lithographs, plaster statuettes, bronze busts
of Mussolini, spread from hell to breakfast, as Gari-
baldi used to be, side by side, joyfully, with more
lithographs of President Roosevelt, Italian and Ameri-
can flags proudly and happily entwined. Make what
you will of it; it may be merely that our Italian-
American populace is more flamboyant and theatrical.

We went down in the Ratskeller and had lunch with
George Seibel, who is President of the German House
Corporation. He had been a butcher, born in Munich,
had lived in West Africa, Marseilles, South America,
Norway, had served in the German Navy, came to visit
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